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Tityrus hinc aberat. Jpſæ te, Tityre, pinus, 
Vi te fontes, ipſa hæc arbuſta vocabant. 
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HALL the gay beauties of this charming 
| ſeat Wo i | 
Unheeded fall, and not a Muſe ſolace | 9 
Declining Nature, now in theſe laſt days 75 | 
Of lovely Autumn haſting to decay? | 
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5 - Tay genius, O———x, ſtill inſpires, tho? all 7 
* The muſes droop, and ſtill thy friendſhip blooms An 
Fairer than ſpring, while every charm the year Th 


Op'ning diffus'd o'er theſe delighted plains Th 
Appears no more. — To thee in this decline hut 


Still can J ſing, while thy pure friendſhip lends Of 
Its tuneful aid. — No more the woods rejoice ; 


| The fields are deſart, and no chearful note 1 
Of melody now warbles: all day long Wa 
| On rain and ſtorm the rook hoarſe croking calls; Wwe 
| All elſe are ſilent, till the cloſe of eve, Of 1 


| When the fore harraſs d partridge gives a looſe To 
| To grief, beneath the friendly ſhade of night, 

Then, from the murd'rous fowler's bloody aim N 
_ Eſcap'd, her ſcatter'd family ſhe mourns, 

And through the night oft to conveen them calls, 
Oft fears their death, oft mourns her faithful mats 
Neer from her fide in times of wo before, 


And oft the ſportſman's treachery reproves. 
==> - Fo Taz 
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THEE too, poor redbreaſt, at the hours ofeve 8 
s And morn I hear, while on the neighb'ring bough 
Thy ſweeteſt notes, by ſadneſs tun'd, lament 
The gentle ſeaſons paſt, and in a few, 


But moving ſtrains of melody, requeſt 
Of man a ſhelter from fell winter's rage, 


Tuꝝ Muſe thy ſorrow ſhares , and Autumn's fall 
Wakes her fad ſtrain — Might but her vary'd verſe, 
; [Sweet warbling as thy note, lament the fate 
Of beauty, ſong, and joy; how ſadly chang'd 


To univerſal filence, wo and wild! 


l No more the happy ſongſters now delight 


The tuneful groves ; joy now no more awakes 


is, Irheir ſweeter notes; nor is one boſom warm'd 
nate With melody, or love, or ſportive air, 
'owerful to charm. Theſe were the ſoft effects „ 


Of happier days, when milder ſun and air 


url | | Sweet- 
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| Sweetneſs inſpir'd, and tenderneſs, and j ww GC To 
In every breaſt. But now the fading trees, Y * 
Departing autumn, and approaching ſtorms fel 
Fill the fad feather'd tribes with other cares; Ni. 
To fave their little lives, by famine, cold, Pac 


And many a hard diſtreſs purſu d. The woods, MW: 
Half. bare and wither'd, change their healthful loc An- 
Of chearful green, for many a ſickly hue Ret 
of orange, brown, and yellow, deadly pale; Anc 
Vet, pleaſing to the eye, they ſmile in death, Fill 


While they await the gentleſt blowing gale, bv 
To ſhake their lovely foliage to the ground. — h- 
: Buy | The 


How the plains mourn ! and all the gardeni 
pride | 
How low, or vaniſh'd ! — Now let us attend, 
While all around us ſuffer thoſe decays 


We ſoon muſt feel: may we our paſſions tune 


To ſerious wiſdom, and, amid the fad 01 
Decline of nature, ſtill exalt the mind by 


T1 
| To higher order, harmony, and bloom ; 
ze to the lateſt breath ſerene, and taſte 
(till finer joys thro life ; yet be well pleas'd 
With Nature's order, when we too muſt ſoon 
Fade as the leaf, like it forgotten lie, 
"AF While other generations riſe to life, 
lock And joy, and ſong, through other circling years. 
Returning Spring will quicken many a life, 
And with reviving beauty, ſong and joy, 
Fill the glad year and man with endleſs ſpring 
b viſited, when his great year arrives, 
That wakes him from his bed to other life 
Than animates this mortal duſt ; — to ſcenes 
Of bliſs and beauty, fuch as, were they now 
Diſplay d, wou'd ſuddenly his frame diſſolve. 
„ [Then univerſal beauty beaming full 


On the pure mind, will other raptures wake 


1 Irhan Poet ever felt, and melody, 


o which compar'd all harmony below 
but the ſtamm'ring talk of childiſh lip. 
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Bux theſe are ſubjects. which the — muſe 
May not attempt; let it ſuffice her here, 
Bury'd in earth, to ſing the preſent ſtate, 


To join in Nature's ſymphony below, 


Study her order, liſten to her ſong 


Of ever-rifing harmony, and tune 

The paſſions to thoſe various ſtrains, ſo oft 
Hard for groſs ears of fleſh to comprehend, 
Till long attention ſhall at length prepare 


The mind to reliſh harmony above, 
And univerſal order fully ſeen. 


Mx an while the various beauties of the year 


Daily decline, and every grace forſakes 

The diſmal plains. From out the naked woods 

The chaſte ſhade-loving Muſe is forc d to fly, 

And Meditation finds her ſecret walk 
Diſcover d in the darken'd grove, beſide 


The brock ſoft-warbling, 


Whither. now, amid 
This 


In 


Dr 


M. 
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1 
This general deſolation, ſhall my Muſe, 
af © Driv'n from her fav'rite company and haunts, 
Make her retreat, while tempeſts ſtill increaſe, 


And from the groves ſhut out the race of men ? 


May ne&er the guilty rambles of a town, 
The midnight dance, or Jong-continu d game, 
The fluſt'ring cup, debate, or frolick mad, 
Succeed to theſe calm evening-hours, ſo bleſs'd 


With peace, philoſophy, and ſober mule. 


Vr gentle powers! oh come! and, till the ſpring 


Again invite us to her charmful walks, 


Rejoice my hours ; while by the chearful fire 

We hold our happy interviews, before 

The noiſy day awakes, or late at night 

When from the roving ſcenes of life retir'd ; 
While o'er the fields of heaven the radiant hoſts 

Sparkling rejoice, and wake our ſolemn ſong, 
3 o touch on glories, by ſeraphic lyre 
This || 1 Thro 


1 
Thro' the ſtill midnight air harmonious hymn d. 


W 
Ox thee, O C—R, might my door — 0 
Thee every Muſe adorns, and every grace 95 


Finds in thy boſom a perpetual ſpring, 
With ſun-ſhine and ſerenity ſtill bleſs d. A 
There ſpotleſs Honour ever blooms, and Truth 1 : 
Unclouded ſhines ; Compaſſion ever melts To 
At every wo, and ready Goodneſs ſhews 

Its friendly ſuccour; while, amid the pangs \ 
Of private pain, ſtands Fortitude unmov'd, 
And Reſignation ever ſmiles ; as late 
The mirror of affliction fully ſhew'd. 


How oft amid theſe ſolitary ſhades, | 
Thy late loy'd haunts, meet I thy genius, till 


Propitious, while my roving thought it checks, 
Prompts to high honour, goodneſs, and true joys; © T 
Awakes the tender, or the ſolemn ſtrain, My 1 


And eaſy ſong inſpires, ſave when I dare dtret, 


Fondly 


f #3 
I Fondly attempt a theme touch'd by thy lyre, 
with ſweeteſt notes of melody well known, 
t! 
" YO ARNISTON! to all thy groves, that oft 


har d with the liſt ning woods his tuneful ſtrains. 


Tay ſtrains the groves retain, nor other lyre 
Leſs muſical will hear ; elſe had I ſung 
To them a rapture by themſelves inſpir'd, 


YE too, ye powers of beauty and true taſte, 
That grace the dome, and thro' the verdant plains 
Majeſtic ſmile, and mid the cover'd ſhades 
dem lovelieſt in your ſtill retreats, my lyre 
Ye too had tun'd ; nor ſhou'd I left unſung 
Thy ſituation, lovely ſeat ! if verſe 

w fimple and majeſtic had not fail'd. 
05; Tux various proſpects ſhould have next enrich d 
My vary'd verſe — Firſt, to the North the plain 
tretch'd out and peopled, villages and towns, 


'ond) 1 With 


With rural ſeats, refreſhing woods and ſtreams, V 


. 
27 
d 15 


Fu | 


The ſea beyond, and hills to ſhut the ſcene, 4A 
"= 1 | | EN 
Tur x next I Weſtward ſhould have turn'd, and MI Su 
ſung M 


| 7 The ſlopping woods ; the craggy ſteeps o'ergrown, D 


| 


High hanging o'er the ſtreams that roar below, V 


As Oer their rocky channels they make way ; Pe 


The woody copſe beyond, and fertile plains In 


With hills, and rural ſeats : how charming all! W 
To him who tuneful from the Noodbead Walk Ar 


- Beholds in ſummer, as from out the ſhades 


He comes, bright day, and wide extended ſcenes 


Of rural beauty fill his raviſh'd eye; 
Till ſoon again to ſolemn ſhade he comes, 
Where ſplendor all is vail'd, and the glad eye 


Feaſts on its fav'rite colour mid the woods. 


Loo by the ſound of falling water, next 


Southward I'd gone, and thro' my ſounding verſe 
Made 


and 


'n, 


C8 


erſe 


Made 


1 
Made the caſcade's ſonorous noiſe be heard, 
And wav'd the ſurface of the ſilent ponds. 
Nor ſhould the little rivulet, that yields 
Such ſhow, remain'd unſung; nor its retreat 
Miſs d my attendant verſe, as from its pomp, 


Down o'er the ſteep it haſtens to the grove ; 


| Where, ere it mixes with the Weſtern ſtream, 


Peaceful it glides amid the ſilent ſhades, 
In ſecret warbling.— Like the truly good 
Withdrawn from ſplendor in their evening: life, 


And happier in retirement than in courts. 


How had the viſta's of the new High Walk 
My ſong renew'd ! How ſhould I thence have ſung 
The country round ! and chief admir'd thy ſeat, 
o ArnisToON ! ſeen lovely mid its woods, 
From the detaſteful neighbourhood of towns 
And villages moſt happily remov'd ; 
Free, grand, and open, as befits thy ſoul, 
As plann'd thy genius, as thy taſte improves. 


THEncCE | 


| 
i 
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THE NCE too the Eaſtern proſpect had I ſung, 
The riſing orchard, and the cultur'd plains, 
The graſſy meadow, and the corny hill, 
The rural ſeat amid the woods, where flows 


The rivulet, high o'er whoſe craggy bank, 


Thou ſtood'ſt, O Arbor ! once, who ſav d' ſt a life 


Dear to thy country ſtill, yet did ſome raſh 
Unknowing hand thee fell. — When long the ſteep 
The narrow path-way cou'd be ſeen no more, 

The rider and his horſe were thrown on thee, 
Thou held the rider, while in air the ſteed 

* Hung by the reins, till by his maſter's hand 
They're cut ; then falling down, he roſe unmaim 'd, 
And bore his much aſtoniſh'd maſter home. 


WHrarT various ſcenes beſides, which now the 
__. FSW 
Cannot rehearſe, had her delighted lyre 


Unweary'd ſung down in the woody vales, 


Along 
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Along the ſtreams, and rills, and ſhining glades; 


Or from the woody promontories high, 
Where deep below the winding torrents roar, 


Rais'd her high ſong to all the liſt'ning groves! 


Bur now the raptur'd mule in ſilence ſees 
; Whate'er might ſwell the ſweetly vary'd ſong 
Of melody, while in her raviſh'd car 
Thoſe ſweeteſt ſtrains of harmony reſound, 
Which late amid theſe ſhades thy tuneful lyre, 
0 C——R, pour'd, and once ſung to the mule, 
Who oft has ſince requeſted them in vain, y 
And her's, inferior far, to gain them gave. | 
'd, Thus yielded ſong, and Friendſhip's ſweeter voice, = 


Join'd in her ſuit ; yet were of thee unheard, 


_ Bur ſtop, my Muſe, nor heavier charge a friend, | 
Too fond of thee, to his own worth deny'd, 

Juſt in all elſe ; whoſe friendſhip lovely ſhines | 
Oer thy till days, from the far diſtant North, : | : 


ong And 4 


KY. 
And thro' the dark'ning clouds of deep diſtreſs 


Breaks from a heart whence piety's pure rays, 


And virtue's gentle ſunſhine ever dart 


Superior light, and animating joys. 


THROUGH the lone quiet of a life cut off 
From the glad ſight of friends, the Muſe expects 


| Thy friendſhip's chearful beam, to light her gloom: 


Tho! from a- far, yet powerful will it charm 
With every virtuous, every pious joy. 


Try friendſhip's facred influence will ſhe ſing, 
Thro' winter- glooms; nor to this private ſong 
Confin'd, ſhe to thy juſt diſcerning ear 
Will tune her lyre, to ſing whatever worth 
And unpolluted honeſty ſhe finds, 

In theſe fad days, when inward honour fades, 
| While ſhameleſs villany its air aſſumes, 
And foul pollution, raging, makes the good 


With juſt and gen'rous indignation ſhun 


l 
The politics and parties of theſe times. 


THe pure retirements of the truly good 
Oft let us haunt, and thro? their blameleſs groves 
Study true worth: While honour, virtue, truth, 
The love of country and of freedom bloom, 
| With moſt unſully'd beauty, mid the ſhades. 
m: Here, where all foreign honours fall, the rays 
Of inward worth and honour, freedom, truth, 
And independence, ſtream more glorious light 3 
Than ever ſhone from ſtars conferr'd by Kings, 
Or from Imperial diadems ; nor beam \ 
Theſe rays promiſcuous round a vulgar herd, | 
But to the good belong in ſpite of courts; 
Who find it vain to cover with diſgrace 
True genuine worth, made glorious by retreat, 


And with unfailing honours crown'd, when death 


Tranſmits to endleſs liberty and life. 


IT nus ſings the Muſe in this inſpiring ſeat, 


The C | Where 


1 8 9 
Where oft ſhe ſtudies, oft ſhe feels the charm 
Of public virtue ſhining in a life | 
On gen'rous deeds intent, from gen'rous views, 


Buch as command th'eſteem which others court. 
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WùIIL E ſacred honour, independence, truth, 
All mean ſubmiſſions ſcorn'd, all honours high 
By faithleſs courts conferr'd on ſhameful terms, 
Soon he this prize of deathleſs glory gain'd, 


* True to his country while he ſery'd the crown.” 


Non leſs in this retreat his worth appears, 
While genuine goodneſs from the gen rous heart 
© Shines in the ſocial offices of life ; | 
Or for his country beams the patriot ray, 


Loxg ſhine his great retreat; and, here re- 
mov d | 
From fraud, and flattery, and party-rage, 
Still let me ſtudy to be truly great, 
| In 


"9-1 
| In freedom, friendſhip, independence, truth, 


8 Whoſe praiſe in AxN Is TON the Muſe wou'd ſing, » 
But fears to leſſen what ſhe cannot raiſe ; 


Content that hence ſhe borrows patriot fire, 


—— — 


Arniſton, October 23. 
I 7 3 9. 
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